1815	LETTER TO MORRITT	13
I am clear of The Lord of the Isles, and I trust you
have your copy. It closes my poetic labors upon an ex-
tended scale: but I dare say I shall always be dabbling in
rhyme until the solve seneseentem. I have directed the
copy to be sent to Portland Place. I want to shake myself
free of Waverley, and accordingly have made a consider-
able exertion to finish an odd little tale within such time as
will mystify the public, I trust — unless they suppose me
to be Briareus. Two volumes are already printed, and
the only persons in my confidence, W. Erskine and Bal-
lantyne, are of opinion that it is much more interesting
than Waverley. It is a tale of private life, and only
varied by the perilous exploits of smugglers and excise-
men. The success of Waverley has given me a spare
hundred or two, which I have resolved to spend in Lon-
don this spring, bringing up Charlotte and Sophia with
me. I do not forget my English friends — but I fear
they will forget me, unless I show face now and then.
My correspondence gradually drops, as must happen
when people do not meet; and I long to see Ellis, Heber,
Gifford, and one or two more. I do not include Mrs.
Morritt and you, because we are much nearer neighbors,
and within a whoop and a holla in comparison. I think
we should come up by sea, if I were not a little afraid
of Charlotte being startled by the March winds — for
our vacation begins 12th March.
You will have heard of poor Caberfae's death? What
a pity it is he should have outlived his promising young
representative. His state was truly pitiable — all his
fine faculties lost in paralytic imbecility, and yet not so
entirely so but that he perceived his deprivation as in
a glass darkly. Sometimes he was fretful and anxious
because he did not see his son; sometimes he expostu-
lated and complained that his boy had been allowed to
die without his seeing him; and sometimes, in a less
clouded state of intellect, he was sensible of, and la-
mented his loss in its full extent. These, indeed, are

